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terness that Lethe and its darkness seemed
sweeter far than youth and all its possibil-
ities. Miss Levy's poems many times dwell
on the thought of suicide, dwell on it in a sim-
ple matter-of-fact way, without sentimental-
ity. Here is a little poem, published six years
ago, and called A Cross Road Epitaph:

When first the world grew dark to me,
I call'd on God, yet came not He.
Whereon, as wearier waxed my lot,
On Love I call'd, but Love came not;
When a worse evil did befall,
, Death, on thee only I did call.

The burthen of her poetry is ever much the
same, and yet she never seems to assume
wretchedness for effect. One verse struck me
as having an unusual force:

Of warmth and sun and sweetness,

All nature takes a part;
The ice of all the ages

Weighs down upon my heart.

The immediate cause, if any, of her suicide we
may never know. The veil will cover it. I
saw her no long while before her death. She
was talkative, good-looking in a way and full
of the restlessness of the unhappy. Had she
cared to live, a future of some note awaited
her. Her poetry (her prose I have but glanced
at) showed a strong literary faculty, not so